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is body by his spirit. For him, with his understanding,
lere is no middle course... no happiness, nor even much
Dntent  He is the burnt offering to the future when these
)rces will be more fully understood. He is the last phallic
icrifice standing midway between the fertility cults of the
iast and powers that the distant future will make clear.
lensuality and libertinage are the products of reflection, of
sisure, of riches, of civilization.  They are meaningless and
rrelevant to the laborer. He works too hard to be clear about
iis desires. It is too hard for him to live at all. It is only when
he mechanics of actual living are economically solved that
)sychic factors begin to govern the circumstance of life.'
He lit a cigarette. eOnce,' he said, CI was paid for lecturing.'
He turned to Sebastian. 'I suppose it is your women who
nake you late every day.  They delay you. Each morning
you leave home like a business man embraced by your brides/
'It is not the women today. It is that last night I drank a
little.' Sebastian spoke seriously. 'It was a mistake. My hand
shakes. I cannot hold a brush,'
'Coffee and Fernet Branca/ Channel said, 'and an aspi-
rin, perhaps. You remember Mr. Wilson?'
'Certainly I remember.   I sold him a picture last night
A nude. Immense black with...'
'With pendulous green-shadowed breasts,' Channel said,
'Yes, but how did you know?'
'You only paint one picture.   It is your obsession, this
woman, but you will never find her.'
'Two hundred francs was the price. It will make him the
envy of New York. You live in New York?' he asked Wilson,
'I am afraid I live in Philadelphia.' This was not absolutely
true, but he had lived there as a child. He regretted he was
such a bad liar. He was going to have to lie a lot before he was
through.
'That is most interesting. So there are two towns. I always
understood there was only New York.'